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His lush pencils will be difficult to shoot for this page, but 
our hats are off to David Giles, Montreull, FRANCE, for 
this stunning portrait of stunned mel And, you’ll note my 
hat Is offi So, here I stand, head In hand. fUm your face 
to the wall, and commence reading THE CRYPT- 
KEEPER’S PAGE OF... 


FINE ARTS»o 



An EC cover parody from the musty archives of Alan 
Hutchinson, St Petersburg, FL Done 20 years ago, but 
only appreciated now! Puts me In mind of the aborted 
EC/DC crossover book, KRYPTO TERRORI -CK 

1 wrote this poem In the heat of a mid-western August, 
believe it or notl 

NUCLEAR WINTER 

Cold, the wind in my face whirls 
Cold, the snow at my feet swirls 
Cold, as the grave. 

I wander these deserted streets under grey skies. 

I wander these frozen wastes where no future lies. 

This world, once so green, now my tomb. 

This world, once my womb, now obscene in 
its devastation. 

How many more wander as I, 
now nameless, now homeless 
watching the sky. 




Where will I not go on my winter vacation? To “The Giant 
Cyclops World,” at least If It’s like Adam Rothra, Phoenix, 
AZ, depicts it Ifs clear they like to put the squeeze on 
touristsi Rothra-ls that a wroth Mothral -CK 


Send your contribs (not returnable, not too long, not too 
big, legible doublespaced text &/or bold black art 
Warning...we edit) to: 

THE CRYPT-KEEPER’S 

PAGE OF FINE ARTS 


Barry McCollum Alton, IL 


And I am reading it on a 22° night In an Icestorm, believe 
it or don’t end am wondering If I’ll make It from the Crypt 
to the typesetter tomorrow momingl But the “ffine Arts” 
must go throughi On, you husklesi -CK 
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Sex AND SADISM DEPT. -PmVATE-ErE D/K - THE PAPERS SAY I'M A KtLL-GRAZY SHAMUS. WELL, 
MAYBE I AM. 00 YOU THINK I UXE THE RATS THAT PREY ON THE QOOD'^^OPX.Z IN THIS TOWN? DO YOU THINK 
I UXETHt KILLERS THAT CRAWL OUT THROUGH LOOP-HOLES IN THE LAW? 00 YOU THINK 1 LIKE THE 
DRE6S OF HUMANITY THAT SIT LIKE PARASITES UPON THE BACK OF SOCIETY AND TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE 
DRAWLING STUMBLING MAOHINE GALLED JUSTIGE? DO YOU? WELL, YOU'RE DARN RIGHT 1 LIKE 'EMt 
'CAUSE IF n WEREN'T FOn THEM. I'D BE OUT OF BUSINESS. ME? I'M MIKE HAMMERSHLAMMER. I'M A 
PRIVATE EYE. t TRAOK DOWN THOSE RATS, THOSE KILLERS, THOSE DRESS...bm I SHOOTf I SHOOT TO 
KILL.' 1 DON'T FOOL AROUND WITH TIME-WASTING GOURTROOM TRIALS.' INSTEAD... 



HE POLISHED MY OAR ONCE. HE WAS A GOOD KID. I 
LIKED HIM. FROM NOWON, \V% b RAGE,F<ST. X WANT 
THAT KILLER FOR MYSEL^L. w 


YOU MEAN ^ 

YOU'RE 
IN6 YOUR¬ 
SELF IN, . 
MIKE? 


%TGnnIslhe ^ui^' 

By MElVIi SHANE 

Pot chamber, captain of homicide, looked up as i sauntered dapperly through the door- | 


THAT'S POT. LISTEN... ER... 

WHATEVER your NAME WAS. I'M /■ 
GOING TO GET THE GUY THAT DID 
THIS. I SWEAR IT? AND HE WON'T 
5/7’IN THE HOT SEAT... VS. won't 


•L DIE EXACTLY AS YOU DIED. WITH ^PLEASE. MIKE. 

bSAWED'OFFjBB SLUG \H1VS GUT j YOU MAKE ME 
A LITTLE BELOW THE BEL LY-SUT70W.\ SlOK/ 

A DUM-DUM THAT GOES IN CLEAN bW 
COMES OUT LIKE A FLYING SAUCER 
leavin' a hole so big, YOU CAN PUT 
TomFISTT\ - '' 


HE'S DEAD, MIKE? THE KILLER CARVED THE 
NOSE OFF A .45 AND FIRED LOW. THERE'S 
NOT MUCH LEFT OF HIM BELOW THE NAVEL . 

KNOW HIM? gmrm It 


















She STARTED UNDRESSING. I SHOT HER. POT CHAMBERS 

CAME FLYING OUT OF THE APARTMENT AS SHE SLUMPED 
TO THE FLOOR... P - ' ■■ - j — -- ■ = ^ ' 


MlKEf WHAT name was SADIE MAO/N- 

WHO IS SHE? WHY'O / TOSH. SHE WAS WANTED IN 
YOU SHOOT HER^ TAHITI FOR THE MURDER OF 

-A OOOOANUT SROWER. I 

RE006NIEED HER BY THE^ 
, B EAUTY MARK ON HER 

<ii tlMMliffPib ii' ~'ii~i"rrrr \ 


1 LOOKED DOWN AT SADIE AND A TWISTED SMILE 

TWISTED ACROSS MY TWISTED FACE... 


She gurgled up at me, spitting blood, she was 

STILL ALIVE. I RAMMED MY HEEL DOWN INTO HER 
FACE AND DID A GRACEFUL PIROUETTE ON HER NOSE, 
GRINDING IN...r pii-l^—- 


YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE STARTED THE STRIP- 
AOT, BABY. THEN I WOULDN'T HAVE SEEN 

the beauty mark, that OOOOANUT A 

GROWER WAS MY FRIEND. 1 ATE A ^ 
PETER-PAUL'S MOUND ONOE, MADE ■ 
from his OOOOANUTS.* ^ 


1 BENT LITHELY, SCOOPING UP THE 

MATCHBOOK FROM THE BLOOD- 
SOAKED RUG. I STARTED OUT. 


I MAKE MYSELF SICK,^ 
POT. BUT IDIOTS \ 

OUT THERE BUY THIS 
STUFF. THEY£4r/r , 
UP. THEY LOVE ITf 
THE OORIER, THE 
BETTERf THIS... 

AND SEX. 


1 SLAMMED THE DOOR BEHIND ME, 

AND EXAMINED THE MATCHBOOK. 
THERE WAS WRITING WRITTEN ON IT... 


YOU'RE A SADIE. I HATEY MIKE. PLEASE. 

KILLERS. DIE, SAD\Z. DIE.T -drOU MAKE UE SIOK.<' 
DIE-DE-DIE-DIE-DE-DUM-DUM... >-- 


I'LL SEE YOU, POT. Y ALL RIGHT 
I'M GOING AFTER J ALREADY' 
THAT KILLER. AND QJ^LL right f 
WHEN I GET HIM,HE A SO GO, 
WON'T HANG. HE WON'T ALREADY' 
SIT IN THE HOTsem:.. get him, 

HE'LL DIE EXACTLY y ALREADY' 
^ AS... ___ 


A OLUEF ABSOLUTELY.' 

NOW IF 1 COULD ONLY READ. 
MAYBE SHE COULD HELP ME? 


She glided down the hall toward me, her soft 

CURVACIOUS BODY SEEKING FREEDOM FROM THE 
RESTRAINING FABRIC OF HER TIGHT-FITTING DRESS. 
ACTUALLY, SHE WAS A FAT SLOB ... [j 


I BEG YOUR PARDON. MY NAME 
IS MIKE HAMMERSHLAMMER. 

I'M A private investigator. 















































1 LEFT POT AND DEAD SADIE AND 


rcRAZY '' 

MIXED-UP 

FIENDS. 


MAKE MYSELF SICK, 


NO DUMB HI6HWAY 
PATROL COP CAN CATCH 
ME. I CAN DO OVER ^ 
40 IN THIS HEAP. 1.^ 


TO BE LIKE THIS.THOSE 
FtENDS OUT THERE A 
LOVE ME LIKE THIS. J 


THIS IS MY HEAP. IT X 

LOONS LIKE A '4/ BU/CK. \ 
BUT UNDER THAT HOOD IS 
A GENERAL ELECTRIC TURBO¬ 
JET SUPERCHARGED A/RPLANE 
ENGINE... - -- 



She sat in the front seat with her legs crossed, 

REVEALING THEIR SHAPELINBS„.THE SOFT SMOOTH 
CURVES ENCASED IN NYLONS...FLOWING EXCITINGLY 
AND UNDER THE VEIL OF BLACK SATIN THAT 


■p ... i q 

TASK QUESTIONS, MIKEf DRIVE ^ 
APARTMENT. 

IS mil TING...EVERYTHm 



She put her hand to my quivering,drool-covered j 

LIPS. X STUDIED HER. SHE WAS A VENUS, A GODDESS, 

A OUEEN. HER EYES WERE POOLS OF BLUE FLAME.. .HER j 
UPS, SOFT AND INVITING.. ■ HER BODY. , . ^wiia 

Tdon't try to 1 
FIGURE IT OUT.\ 
\ MIKE. n'SB/66£R\ 
I THAN BOTH OF ua 
let's &). TAKE A 
JflGHT a THE J 

next. .. Ml 


CAN EVERYTHING I LIKE BE ' 

AT YOUR PENTHOUSE, WAITING 
FOR ME, INCLUDING YOU... WHEN... 
WHEN YOU'RE HERE? 'V 



I EASED HER OUT OF MY HEAP. SHE SAT THERE ON 

THE SIDEWALK, POUTING. A WARM SMILE WORMED 
ACROSS MY WARM FACE...| r .,...-^=^.1 ' 


NOT NOW, HONEY. "N 

LATER, MAYBE, BUT 
NOT NOW. I'M BUSY.' 


ANYTIME, MIKE... ANYTIME 
YOU SAY THE WORD. 

J, JUST RING UP PLAZA 
5- 394294091782790313 
AND ASK FOR STELLA... 
.I'LL EE WAITING... 


I MADE A MENTAL NOTE OF STELLA'S PHONE NUMBER 
AND ZOOMED AWAY. PRETTY GIRL, STELLA. LATER, 
WHEN I'D FINISHED CHASING DOWN THE MURDERING RAT, 
I'd LOOK HER UP. BUT RIGHT NO«l X HAD BUSINESS. 











































OF COU/fSE, MR. HAMMER-'^ 

SHLAMMER. OF COUfiSEf 
RIGHT AHEAD. OV ^ 
COURSE.^ PARR RIGHT 1 
THERE. OF COURSE. Mb 


I EASED OUT OF MY HEAP, PASSED 

THE 0G6LING BEAT-POUNDER,AND 
PUSHED OPEN THE DOOR OF THE 


YOU ‘RE MIRE HAMMER^ YEAH.' 

SHLAMMER...?RILL- \THAT>S 
GRAEY PRIVATE-EYE..? ) MEf 
YOU? YOU'RE HIMfYOU?) NOW, > 

___ - ^ DO I 


The joint was jammed with tough-looking 
MUGS who would SLIT THEIR OWN MOTHERS' 
THROATS IF THE PRICE WAS RIGHT. ALL EYES 
FOLLOWED ME AS I GLIDED AGILELY ACROSS THE 
SAWDUST-COVERED FLOOR TO THE BAR AND TOSSED 
THE MATCHBOOK DOWN UPON ITS STICKY SMELLY 

SURFACE ■■■ r rT~~~~ i|l*iiiiri i H 


I GRABBED THE SLOPPY-LOOKING WHISKEY SLINGER BY HIS 
GRIMY COLLAR AND PULLED HIS FACE DOWN TO THE MUZZLE 
OF THE .48 I'D WHIPPED FROM MY SHOULDER HOLSTER... 


PLEASE, LET'S NOT MAKE 


THINGS DIFFICULT. JUST ^ 
SPEAK INTO THE MICROPHONE' 


HEY, BOYS.' 
DIG THE SWELL.' 
HE WANTS INFO.' 


I WONDER IF YOU COULD TELL 
ME, IF IT ISN'T TOO MUCH 
TROUBLE, IF THIS MATCH¬ 
BOX COMES FROM ^ 

YOUR PLACE? 


The big mugg behind me just stood there,stupidly, 

STARING AT THE BARTENDER AS HE SLUMPED OVER THE BAR 
HEAVING HIS GUTS OUT. I LASHED OUT WITH THE MUZZLE 
OF MY .45, CATCHING THE BIG MUGG ACROSS THE MOUTH, 
KNOCKING HIS TEETH DOWN HIS THROAT AND SPLITTING HIS 
A.IPS OPEN SO HE DROOLED CLARET... I '. . , 


11 CAUGHT THE REFLECTION OF A MOVEMENT BEHIND 
ME IN THE BAR MIRROR AND MOVED QUICKLY ENOUGH 
SO THAT THE KNIFE SKIMMED PAST MY EAR AND 
BURIED ITS SEVEN INCH BLADE IN THE BARTENDER'S 

iirnn i ■ " Im 


SORRY! 


" NOBODY TRIES THAT ON 
MIRE HAMMERSHLAMMER.' 










































I LOOKED AROUND. THE PLACE WAS 
EMPTY. THE TOUGHIES HAD TAKEN A 
POWDER. SURE. THEY'RE ALL LIKE 
THAT. SHOW 'EM A LITTLE BLOOD 
AND THEY RUN LIKE SCARED RAB¬ 
BITS. rWENT THROUGH THE BIG 
MUGG’S POCKETS AS HE LAY THERE 
GURGLING ... h _ ^--ZT : 


HMMMf A CHANCE ON A BICYCLE. 
AN OLD FISH-HOOK AND SOME 



I POCKETED WHAT I'D FOUND AND 

LEFT. I CROSSED THE SIDEWALK 
TO MY HEAP. THE FAHKIHC TICKET 
HUNG ON THE WINDSHIELD. . . 



I POCKETED THE PARKING "nCKET, 

CURSING THE FLAT-FOOT SOFTLY TO 
MYSELF, AND TURNED. SHE HIPPED 
OVER TO ME FROM THE SHADOWS,HER 
DRESS CLINGING TO HER BODY AS IF IT 


WERE SOAKING WET. ACTUALLY, IT 
WAS WET. it's DAMP DOWN BY THE 




I EASED MY GUN OUT OF MY POCKET, SNAPPED OFF THE 
SAFETY, PULLED BACK THE HAMMER, AND PRESSED THE 
TRIGGER. SHE LOOKED REAL SURPRISED AS THE BULLET 
TORE THROUGH HER CHEST AND SHE SLID TO THE WET 


THE KID'S FATHER WAS MY W WE IDENTIFIED THE 
FRIEND HE SOLD ME A # NURDBi YICTIN.mKB. 
NEWSPAPER ONCE < I SWORE^ HIS NAME WAS IRVINS 
I'D GET HER FOR HIM. SORRY, I SNODGRASS. YOU 
MILDRED.' YOU MADE A BIS j WERE RIGHT. HE a 
MISTAKE HUGGINS ME. \ WAS A CAR- 
I FELT THOSE 'H'CAPSULES] POLISHER. MbM 
\H'(OUR MONEY BELT.. 









































Things started to make sense. 

I LEFT POT AND DEAD MILDRED AND 
THE MORGUE BOYS, AND I NOSED MY 
HEAP BACK ACROSS TOWN TO THE 
ACME GARAGE. THE PLACE WAS 
LOCKED UP TIGHTER THAN A DRUM. 
THE THIRD SKELETON KEY ON MY 
RING LET ME IN... 

■■•'’^E been” T //mry 
EXPECTINe YOU, U 

HAMMERSHLAMMER... 


It was the big mugg from the 

GIN MILL. HIS MOUTH WAS ALL 
BANDAGED. HE HELD A ROD IN HIS 
nil- III IT riviir p—MpiM 
I iii ..Ill ". ’ 

W SHOW UP HEREAFTER IMEAN 
▼ I CAME TO AND found/ WAS.. 
/ YOU'D FRISKED ME. ^ ^ 
I c'MON.' cimmesack^^M 
V WHAT YOU TOOK...^^^ 


He never KNEW WHAT HIT HIM. 
MOVED TOO FAST MY .49 WAS ( 
AND BARKING BEFORE HE COULD 
BUNK. X WIPED HIS EVIL GRIN 
RIGHT OFF HIS FACE... 


NO...NOT THAT..CHOKE... 
GLUGG...THE OTHER THING.. 
^ NG...NG...G-6... 


I SPUN AROUND. SHE STOOD 


The bullet had gone clean through his head 

AND SLAMMED INTO A METAL DRUM. THE LIQUID 
IN THE DRUM POURED OUT OVER HIM, MIXING WITH 
THE BLOOD... A BLACK SHINY LIQUID... MIXING WITH 
THE SCARLET OOZE... [f ^ 


THE DOORWAY TO THE OFFICE, 
SMILING. SHE CAME TOWARD ME, HER ARMS EXTENDED, HER 
SUPPLE BODY UNDULATING UNDER THE TIGHT DRESS... 


NOW THE WHOLE SHOWCKH BE ^ 

OURS, MIKE. ALL OURS. ALL YOU 
HAVE TO DO IS GET RIO OF THE BIG 
WHEEL... THE TOPBRASS...THE 
HEAD OF THE RACKET. THERE'D 
^ BE NOBODY LEFT... w-- 


THE BIG MUGG, HER FACE FROZEN IN A DEATH MASK,THE 
BULLET FROM MY .49 IN HER HEART... |p w»— 

THE MURDER VICTIM WURKtD '•' hER NAME WAS 
HERE AS A CAR-POLISHER. HE... / EMMA GRETSLE. 
HE... HEE-HEE.' MIKE.' 7 HER HUSBANDvias 
ANOTHER ONE? AN ARTIST.' HE WAS 

.. MY FRIEND. HE LENT 

■gift me SOME 

OIL ONCE. SHE /V/- 
SONED HIM. I SWORE I'D 
GETHEHi^^,^ ^ 


' -l^r.MIKE? I'M YOURS.' 
TOGETHER, WE'LL RUN 
THE SHOW... WE'LL... / 


SORRY, 

BABY... 









































I COULD HEAR HER LITTLE SQUEAL 
OF JOY. THEN SHE WHISPERED... 


Stella's big black convertible 

EASED UP TO THE CURB, AND X GOT 
IN . SHE looked at ME HUNGRILY- 


All of the pieces were beginning 

TO FIT. THERE WAS ONLY ONE PIECE 
LEFT. THE KILLER. I LEFT POT AND 
DEAD EMMA AND THE MORGUE BOYS 
AND PHONED UP STELLA- 


K at 
the 

^ CORNER OF 
SMITH and 
'* WESSON... 


I'VE GOT A LITTLE 
COUNTRY PLACE, 
MIKE. IT'S ONLY A J 
SHORT DRIVE. « 
WHERE ARE YOU? 1 
I'LL PICK YOU UP.*\ 


HOW COME THE V I'VE BEEN WORK- 

SUDDEN CHAN8E ) ING ON A CASE. 

OF HEART, y I RAN UP AGAINST 
1 MIKE? ;— 1 A STONE WALL. 

R/a thought I’d 

'm RELAX.../—^ 


MIKE, DARLING, 
I'VE BEEN 
HOPING YOU’D, 
CALL.jsSv^ 


W I DECIDED 
FTO COME UP 
■ AND SEE what 
r YOUVE<?d7/' ‘ 
WAITING FOR 
^ME, STELLA... 




Stella guided her sleek caddy out of town 

AND ALONG THE CONCRETE HIGHWAY... 


All the way upstate i kept trying to fit that last 

PIECE INTO THE JIG SAW. STELLA NUDGED ME, SHOCKING ME 

OUT OF MY REVERIE x- —— --: :—] 

WrRE HERE,HONEY.» )j HUH? OH? YEAH' ^ 
1 ,ai>. »a«rr C'MON IN? ^ _ 


PLEASURE BEFORE 


I LOOKED DOWN AT THE AMBER LIQUID IN THE GLASS. 
AND THEN I THOUGHT OF THE BLACK LIQUID POURING 
FROM THE DRUM, MIXING WITH THE BIG MUGG'S BLOOD. 
AND THEN I THOUGHT OF SADIE, AND MILDRED, AND 
EMMA...r ^ ^ “ 

G'MON,mKEf DRINK UP.' 

I’M ...MMMMM... WAITING.' 


She moved around the cabin, ughting candles, 

FLUFFING UP THE BEARSKIN RUG, MAKING EVERY¬ 
THING VERY ROMANTIC, I TRIED CONCENTRATING ON 
HER, BUT 1 KEPT THINKING ABOUT POOR DEAD 
IRVING. -= 


HERE, MIKE. DRINK UP.* 

MAYBE IT’LL PUT YOU IN 
MB THE MOOD.' 


HUH' 0\<,SURE, 
STELLA? SURE.', 
















































C'MON, MIKE' DRINK UPf 

LET'S LIVE IT UP A BITf 


SURE.BKVI* 

^UREf 


YEAH,STELLA. 


f 1 8ET\T now,STELLA. YOU \ 
WERE RUNNING A STOLEN CAR 

SHIPPING THEM TO i 
\ TAHITI. THAT'S WHERE SADIE J 
CAME IN' AND EMMA SUPPLIED \ 
THE PAINT FORMULA THAT HER ' 
HUSBAND HAD INVENTEDfiO YOU 
COULD REPAINT THE CARS. ONLY 
‘ YOU WEREN'T SATISFIED. YOU HAD 
TO SMUGGLE DOPE ALOW WITH j 
THEM. THAT WAS MIL DR ED'S ' 
PART. THE BIG MUGS tipped me 
OFF TO THAT WHEN 1 FOUND THIS 
LUBRICATION STICKER IN HIS 
POCKET WITH THE PACKET OF 'H' / 
STUCK TO THE SLUED SIDE... J 


YOU WANT ME TO ) I MIKE.^?) " 
DRINK UP THIS 


I STOOD OVER STELLA, GRINNING 
MY TWISTED GRIN... 


^STELLA.V DON'T DIE.' DON'T 

DIE.' WE'LL HAVE THE WHOLE 
SHOW...M^-T THE TWO OF US. 

. STELLA ...STELL^ 


GOOD LORD; 


RACKET WHILE HE WAS POLISHING 
THAT CADDY OVtT THERE... SO YOU 
KILLED HIM. BEAUTIFUL STELLA' 
YOU THOUGHT I'D FALL FOR YOU 

AND knock myself off. 


\Stella was a man. 


1 GOT UP AND SAUNTERED OVER TO THE CABIN WIN¬ 

DOW AND LOOKED OUT AT STELLA'S BLACK CADDY 


MOONLIGHT PLAYED TRICKS ON THE CAR. PART OF IT 
WAS SHINY. PART OF IT..PART OF IT...1 SNIFFED . AND 
THEN,SUDDENLY EVERYTHING MADE SENSE. Z SPUN AROUND. 
STELLA WAS BEHIND ME. SHE WAS TAKING OFF HER 
CLOTHES... 


COME get me, mike ...but 

' DRINK UP FIRST.' 


I SPLASHED THE DRINK ACROSS 

STELLA'S FACE... U ^ ^ 


Stella moved, but x moved 

FASTER. 1 LET HER HAVE IT. 
RIGHT IN THE GUT, A LITTLE 
BELOW THE BELLY-BUTTON... 


POISON,^W.'S^ZVLA'i 


I LOOKED DOWN. STELLA'S BLOUSE 
FELL AWAY. 1 GASPED... 


AND WHEN I SAW STELLA'S MANLY 
PHYSIQUE. 1 STARTED TO CRY... 


^ IRVING FOUND OUT ABOUT YOUR 


But STELLA DIED, NEVER EVEN 
REALIZING THAT /, MIKE HAMMS, 
SHLAMMER WAS A WOMAN... 


-THE EKO 


















































BEGIN. 


Sloppy SENTIMENTALISM DEPT. .'MWi TWIST THAT RADIO DIAL? WHY FIDDLE WITH THAT TV. CHANNEL SELEC¬ 
TOR? WHY NOT SEE THE NEAL THINS, INSTEAD? COME TO A TEAR-STAINED NETWORK STUDIO...SIT DOWN IN ATEAR- 
STAINED SEAT... AND WATCH.IN THE TEAR-STAINED FLESH, THAT HAPPY, JOVIAL, FUN-LOVING MASTER OF CEREMOME% 
ED RALPHWARDS, AS HE BRINGS YOU THAT 6AY.TOUCHINS, SOMETIMES HAPPY, SOMETIMES SAD,BUT ALWAYS NAUSEA- 
TINGLY SENTIMENTAL RADIO AND TV. PROGRAM... 


HELLO,fO\.Y&i HOWED RALPHWARDS v.vt.w JO N 
BRING YOU ANOTHER TEARFUL EDITION OF THE PROGRAM THAT AMERICA 
CRIES ^KEV9...heh,heh... this is your strife.' AS usuAL,S0MEZ4/ffA'>' ^ 
rj MEMBER OF OUR STUDIO AUDIENCE, WHO HAS NO IDEA that we 
( have done this,will be brought up to our SOB-STICRYSTASE 
. X PRESENTED WITH THE STORY OF HIS STRIFE. SO, I'LL JUST 

r, ^ .. HEH HEH... WALK DOWN INTO THE STUDIO AUDIENCE, AND.. 


AND NOW, IF YOU FOLLOW ME, MR. NOT LATER, 

MELVILLE, UP TO THE STAGE... CHUM? NOW/ 

UATER,\a\OTf)...AND sit down I want my 

ON THAT SOFA THERE, WE'LL J^CHECK NOW.' 


...AS I LOOK AROUND THE STUDIO AUDIENCE, I SO 
FOLKS, I SPOT A FAMILIAR FACE... A WHENtS 

FACE ALL AMERICA LOVES... THAT \MYCHECK? 
UPSTANDING CITIZEN..THMHONES7;\ . 

PERSEVERING, LOVABLE STAR Of 
STAGE AND SCREEN, WHO has absolutely V 1^% 
NO IDEA THAT WE HAVE DONE THIS, MR. M k 
t MELVIN MELVILLE/ 

































































S0B...S08...^HEH,HEH' THAT'S RIGHT, MELVIN 

CHOKE... y VILLE.' LUCKILY, JUST BEFORE YOUR 
DARL m WIFE EMMA LOU DISAP- A 
FEARED, MR.SMALLPRINT SOLO YOU A 
POLICY ON HER LIFE„ . AND AFTER ^ 
SEVEN YEARS, YOU RECEIVED $35,000, 
ENOUGH TO TAKE YOU OUT0\r PIS STY 
AND BRING YOU HERE.. JO HOLLYWOOD 
TO FAME MO FORTUNEf 























































































































































LOOKf KEEP THE^HOLDtT, ^ 

CHECK/ I'M ^MELVIN ^ 
6ETTIN' OUT W MELVILLE/ 

L OF HERE? LISTEN TO 

THIS VOICE? 


OPEN THE CURTAINS/ 
MEET HOMER S7RAI0HT- 
PATHThb OISTRICT 
ATTORNEY Of PIG STY 
COUNTY? 


XHELLO, MELVIN? 
LUCKY THING T. ^ 
i CAME TO THE BROAO- 
fV TONIGHT? 


'at’s funny? 

r CAN'T PLACE . 
THE VOICE/\ 
































As a public service, PANIC reprints tor its readers one ol the many syndi¬ 
cated daily newspaper columns dedicated to the task ol making our world 
a happier one in which to live. 

How To Face Life Witbeat Going Off The Deep End 

By Dr. Alicia K. Fruglcnocker, Ph.D., M.A., L.S., & M.F.T. 


Hello, all you neurotic readers. To¬ 
day, our first letter comes from a 
teen-ager. Read the problem of this 
poor miserable high school girl. 

Dear Dr. Fruglcnocker, 

1 am ready to kill myseli. 1 cannot 
bear to go on living. There is nothing 
left in life for me. My father is a drunk¬ 
ard. My mother beats me. My brother 
takes numbers. Last night was the 
last straw. My father came home 
drunk as usual and stumbled into the 
living room, upsetting my Scrabble 
board just as 1 was ready to form a 
seven letter bonus word with two 
triple letters and a double score. 
What is your advice? 

Frustrated }.B. 

Dear Miss Frustrated, 

Your basic difficulty is best termed 
as a "psychological confligrotion be¬ 
tween mother hate and father preser¬ 
vation" (in alcohol). The solution to 
your problem lies in sawing the nose 
off an .88 and taking it a little below 
the belly-button where it goes in 
clean and comes out like a flying 
saucer leaving a hole big enough to 
put your fist through. 

Dear Dr. Fruglcnocker, 

1 am a girl, 18, and very pretty. I 
live with my sister who is married to 
a handsome truck driver who hauls 
empty beer kegs between Cleveland 
and Cincinnati overnight. Ever since 
I came to live with them, my sister's 
husband has been asking me to keep 
him company on those long over¬ 
night hauls. I have consistantly re¬ 


fused. 1 can't stand the smell of stale ( 
beer. Am 1 doing right? 

Perplexed 

Dear Perplexed, 

Your problem is not a psychoso¬ 
matic allergy to beer odors as you ) 
would have yourself believe. I am j 
sure that under competent analysis ) 
(my office hours are 9 to 5) it will be j 
clearly demonstrated that your sub¬ 
conscious mind is fighting your sis- ( 
ter's husband's invitations. You ore ( 
obviously suffering from an acute ) 
guilt complex, born of many years / 
of close family ties, which precludes \ 
you from taking such a fatal step. / 
Perhaps, with competent help, you / 
can develop a taste for beer. (My ) 
fee is $10 per half hour on the regu-\ 
lar couch, $15 on foam rubber.) 

In closing, may 1 just add that if ( 
any of you have any dire emotional ( 
problems that you are incapable of 
handling yourselves and you want J 
fo afford yourself the opportunity of j 
receiving my expert aid, just write \ 
me. 1 will publish your problem in I 
my column together with my answer I 
and you will be no better off than \ 
when you started. There is no charge I 
for this service and, except for a ) 
small blackmail fee payable to me 
from time to time, your identity will 
be held in the strictest of confidence. 

My thought for today is an extract i 
from the writings of the father of 
modern mental science. Dr. L. Ron ) 
Lobotomy, who said, "Anybody who ) 
consults a Psychiatrist these days is ) 
ouf of his mind." 
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